FILE NO. 113.

ONE OF THE MYSTERIES OF PARIS, AND HOW
IT WAS SOLVED.

CHAPFTER XIX.

Clamerun's last injunction to Racul
was:

“Be very cautious when you enter
the room; your appesrance must tell
everything, =o you can avold prelimi-
nary explanetions.™

The recommendation was useless.

The instant that Raoul went into
the little salon, the aight of his pale,
baggard face and wild eves caused
Mme. Fauvrel to spring wp with clasped
hands, and ery out:

“Raoul, what bas happened? Speak,
my son!"

The sound of her tender, affection-
ate voice acted like an electric shoek
upon the young bandit. He shook like
a leaf. But, at the same time, hia
mind seemed to change Lowis was
not mistaken in his estimate of his
companion’s chameter. Raoul wea on
the stage: his purt was 1o he playved;
his aasurance returned him;: his
cheating, Iving nature assumed the
ascendant, and stifled any better feel-
ing his heart.

“This misfortune iz the lasm I shall
ever suffer, mother!'™

Mme. Fauvel rushed haan,
and, seizing his hand, gazed search
ingly into his eyes, as if to read his

to

townrd

wvery soul.

“What is the matter? Raoul. my
dear son, do tell me what troubles
you.™

He gently pushed her from him.
“The maiter is, my mother,” he

maid, in a voice of heartbroken deepair,
“thet I am an unworthy, degenerate
son! Unworthy of you, unworthy of
my noble father!™

Bhe tried to comfort him by maying
that his errors were all her fault, and
that he was, in spite of all, the pride
of her heart.

“Alas!" he said, "1 know and jodge
yeelf. No one ean reproach me for
1y infamous conduct more bitterly
ann does my owpn consclence. 1 am
aot naturally wicked, but only a mis-
erable fool. At times I am like an
insane man, and Aam not responsible
for my actions. Ah, my dear mother,
I would not be what I am, if you had
watched over my childhood. But
brought up among strangers, with no
guide but my own evil paasions, noth-
ing to restmin me, no one to ad-
vise me, no one to love me, owning
nothing, not even my stolen name, |
am cursed with vanity and unbounded
ambition. Foor, with no one to s
sist me but you, | have the tastes and
vices of a millionaire's son.

“Alas for

me! When I found you
the evil was done. Your affection,
Your maternal love, the only true

happiness of iy life, could not save
me. I, who had suffered so much, en-
dured xo many privationa, even the
pangs of hunger, became spoiled by
this new life of lusury sod pleasure

which you opened before me. 1 rushed
headlong into extravagnance, ns =
drunkard long deprived of liquor
seizes and dranins to the dregs the firmt
bottle in his reach.”

Mme. Fauvel listened, silent and ter-
rified. to these words of despalr and
remorse, which looul unttered with
vehemence.

8he dared not interrupt him, but
felt certain some dreadful plece of
DBEWS WAE coming.

Raoul continued in & sad, hopeless

tone:

“Yea, | have been a weak fool. Hap-
piness was within my reach, and 1
had not the sense to stretech forth
my hand and grasp it. I rejected a
heavenly reality to eagerly pursue a
valn phantom. I, who ought to have
spent my life at your feet, and daily
striven to express my gratitude for
your lavish kinduess, have made yom
unhappy, destroyed your peace of
mind, and instead of being a blessing,
1 have been a curse ever since the first
fatal day you welcomed me to your
kind heart. Ah, unfeeling brute that
I was, to squander upon creatures
whom [ deapised. n fortune, of which
each gold piece must have cost yom
a tear! Too late, too late! With yonu,
I might have been a good and happy
man!”

He stopped, as if overcome by the
conviction of his ewil sl
seemed as if about to into
tears,

(irq-e;\',
burst

“It is pever too late 1o repent, my
son.” murmured Mme, Fauvel, in com-
forting tones

“Ah, if 1 only conld!™
“but no; it is too late!
I tell how long wy
will last? This is first tinne
that | have myscl? piti-
lesaly. Stinging remorse for cach new
fault made me swear to lead a better
life, to sin no more. What wus the
result of these periodical repent-
ances! At the first temptation I for-
got my remorse and pgood resolo-
tions. 1 am wenk and mean-spicited,
and you are not flim enough to gov-
ern my vacillating nature. While wmyv
intentions are good, my actions are
villainous. The disproportion between
my extravagant desires, and the
means of gratifying them, is too
great for me 1o endure any longer.
Who knows 1o what fearful length my
unfortunate disposition may lead me?
However, 1 will take my fate in my
own hands!™ he finally said, with a
reckless laugh.

“Oh, Raoul! my dear son!™ cried
Mme. Fauvel, in an agony of terror,
“explain these dreadful words. Am I
not your mother? Tell me what dis-
tresses you; I am ready to hear the
worst.”

He appeared to hesitate, as if

eried Raoul;
Pesides, ean
good resolutions
ot he

condymited

afraid to erush his mother's heart by |

the terrible blow he was about to in-
flict. Then in a volee of gloomy de-
spair he replied:
“I am ruined!*
“Ruined 7

| she

y IMARE AARORIAUL

fuult;
self.”

“Raoul!™

“It is the sad truth, my poor moth-
er; but fear nothing. 1 shail not trail
in the dust the name which you be-
stowed upon we 1| will at least have
the courage uot to survive my dis-
honor. Come, mother: don't pity me,
or distress yourself; | am ooe of
those miseranble beings fated to finad
no peace suve iu the arms of death.
i came into the world with misfor-
tune stamped upon my brow. Was
not my birth a shame and disgrace to
vou? Did not the memory of my ex-
istence haunt you day snd night, fill-
ing youar soul with remorse? And now,
when | nm restored to you after many
years' separation, do 1 not prove to
be n bitter curse, instead of o bless-
ing?™

“Ungratefual

no one is to blame but my-

boy! Have
proached yun 4
Your poor Raoml will die
witk your beloved name on his lips;
his last worde & prayer t¢ Heaven to
beap blessings upon your head, and
reward your long-suffering devotion.™
“The! my
“It must be, my dear mother: honor
rompels it. T am condemned by judges
from whose decision no appeal can be
taken—my consclence and my will.”
An hour ago Mme. Fauvel would
have sworn that Raoul had made her
vwffer all the torments that a woman
sould endure; but now she felt that
all her former troubles were nothing
rompared with her present agony.

“My God! Haoul, what have you
been doing ?™ she gasped.

“Money was intrusted to me;
gambled, and lost 1™

“Was it & large sum?”

"No: but more than you can re
place. My poor mother, have 1T not
taken everything from you? Did you
not give me your last jowel?”

“But Mopsieur de Clameran is rich.
He placed his fortune st my disposal.
I will order the carriage and go to
him."

“But Monsieur de Clameran ia ab-
sent, and will not return to Paris un-
til next week: and if 1 do not have
the money this evening I am lost.
Alas'! I have thought deeply, and, al-
though it s hard 1o die so young,
still, fate wills it s0.™

He pulled & pistol from his pocket,
and, with a forced smile, said:

“This will settle everything.”

Mme. Fauvel wus too excited and
frightened to reflect upon the horror
of Raoul’s behavior,and that these wild
threats were o last resort for obtain-
ing money. Forgetful of the past,
carelesa of the future, her every
thought concentrated upon the pres-
ent, she comprehended but one fact —
that her son was about to commit sui-
cide, and that she was powerless to
prevent the fearful deed.

“Ah, wait n little while, my son!"™
“Andre will soon return
home, and 1 will ask him to give me
How much 4id you lose™

1 ever re-

“Never!

You die, won

I

aried

“Thirty thousand franca™

“You shall have them to-morrow.™

“Fut 1 must have the money to-
night.”

Mme. Fauvel wrung her hands in
despair.

“Oh! why did vou not come to me

sooner, my son? Why did you not
hinve ronfidence enough in me to come
at once {or help? This evening? There
i+ mo one in the house to open the
money safe; if it were not for that—
if you had only come before Andre
went out

“The safe!™ eried Raoul with sud-
den joy, as if this magic word had
thrown a ray of light upon his dark
despsir; “do you know where the key
is kept?”

“Yes: it is In the next room.”

“Well!"™ he exclaimed, with a bold
look that caused Mme. Fauvel to low-
er her eyes and keep silent.

"Give me the key, mother,” he said
iu n tone of entreaty.

“Oh, Raoul, Raoull™
“It is my life | am asking of you."
These words decided her; she

snatched up n candle, rushed into her
chamber, opened the secretary, and
took out M. Fauvel's key.

But, when about to hand it to Ra-
oul, she seemed suddenly to see the
enormity of what she was doing.

“Oh, Raoul! my son,” she mur-
mured, “I can not! Do not ask wme to
commit such & dreadful deed!™

He said nothing, but sadly turned
1o leave the room: then, coming back
to his mother, said: v

“Ah, well; it makes but little dif-
ference in the end! At least you will
give me one lnst kiss, before we part
forever, my darling mother!™

“What conld you do with the key,
Raoul?” interrupted Mme. Fauvel.
You do not know the secret word of
the buttons.™

“No; but 1 ean try to open it with-
out moving the buttons.™

“You know that money is never
kept in the safe over night.”

“Nevertheless, 1 can make the at-
tempt. If 1 open the safe and find
money in it, it will be & miracle, show-
ing that Heaven has pitied my misfor-
tines and provided reliet.”

“And if you are not suecessful, will
you promise me to wait until to-mor-
row, to do nolhing rash to-night?™

“I will swear it, by my father's:

memory."”
“Then take the key and follow me.”™

CHAPTER XX.
Pale and trembling, Raoul and Mme.

Raoul walked in front, holding
light, and the key of the safe.
Mme. Fauvel was convinced that

would find but Hitle in the safe. =in
everything was depasited in the Bank
of France. Everyone knew that no
lurge sum waus ever kept in the safe
after banking bours.

The only anxiety she felt was, how
Raoul would bear the di =
how she could calm his despair,

Fhe thourht that she would .llll1
time by letting Raoul try the key; nnd
then, when he counld not open the
safe, he would keep his promise, and
wilt uetil the next day. There was
surely no haru in letting him try the
lock, when he could uot touch the
money.

“When he sees there is no chanee
of success,” she thought, “he will He-
ten to my entreaties; and to-morrow
~to-morrow—"

What she wounld do to-morrow she
knew not; she did not even ssk her-
self. Hut in extreme situations the
least delay inapires hope, as if a short
respite meant sare salvation.

The condemned man, at the lust mo-
ment, begs for a reprieve of a day, an
hour, a few seconde. Raoul was about
to kill himself: his mother prayed to
God to grant her one day, not even
A day, one night: as if in this space of
time some unexpected relief would
come o end her misery,

They reached Prosper's office, and
Raoul placed the Heht on a high stool,
8o that it lighted the whole room.

He then summoned up all his cool-
ness, or rather that mechanical pre-
sision of movement, alinost inde-
pendent of will, of which men accus-
tomed to peril swall theuociwyiy
time of need.

Rapidly, with the dexterity of ex-
perience, he slipped the buttons en
the five letters componing the name
of G, L px v

His features during this short op~

The only thing is that we both need

He took up the candle, and gently
but firmly led Mme. Fauvel toward
th+ staircase.

“he mechanically allowed herself te
be led along, more bewildered by what
she had just heard than she was at
the opening of the safe door.

“What!" she gusped, “can Prosper
be & thief?

Bhe began to think herself the vie
tim of a terrible nightmare, and that,
whoen she waked, her mind would be
relieved of this intolersble torture,
She helplessly clung to Raoul's arm
aa he helped her up the narrow little
staircase,

“*You must puit the key back in the
secretary.” said Kooul, as soon as they
were in the charuber again,

But she did not seem to hear him;
#0 he went and replaced the safe-key
in the pluce from which he had seen
her take it

He then led, or rather earried, Mma.
Frauvel into the little sitting-room and
pluced her in an easy chalp

The set, expressionless look of the

eration, expressed the mwst intense
anxiety. He was fearful that his nerv-
ous energy might give out; of not |
being able 10 open the safe; of not
finding the money there when he
opened it: of Prosper having changed
the word: or perhaps haring neglect-
od 10 leave the money in the safe.

Mme. Fauvel saw these visible ap-
prehensions with alarm. She read in
his eyes that wild hope of & man,
who, passionately desiring an ob}nl.i
ende by persuading himself that his!
own will suffices to overcome all ob
etacles.

Having often been present when'
Prosper was preparing to leave his|
office, Raonl had fifty times seen him
move the buttons and lock the safe,
just before leaving the bank. Indeed, !
having a practical turn of mind, and
An eye the future, he had evrnf
tried to lock the =afe himaelf on wevs |
eral occasions while waiting for Pros-
ll!'r.

He inserted the key softly, turned |
it around: pushed it forther in, and
turned it a second time; then thrust
it in suddenly, and turned it again.
His heart beat so loudly that Mme.
Fauvel eould hear its throbs.

The word
the safe opened.

Haocul and his mother simultaneous-
Iy uttered a cry: she of terror; he of |
triumph

“Shut it agnin!™
frightened the
result of Raoul's
RWHRY Dou't
Heaven's sake! Raoul!™

And, half frenzied, she clung to
Raoul's arm, and pulled him away so'
abruptly, that the key was dragged
from the lock, and, slipping wlong the |
glossy varnish of the safe door, made
a deep serateh some inches long.

But at a glance Raoul dim‘nvere(l,_
on the upper shelf of the safe, four
bundles of bank notes. lle sustched
them up with Lis left hand, and
slipped them inside hia vest,

Exhausted by the effort she had
just made, Mme. Fauvel dropped Ra-
oul's arm, and, alinost falnting with
emotion, clung to the back of a chalr.

“Have mercy, Raoul!™ she moaned.
“I implore you to put back the money,
and 1 solemnly swear that 1 will give
you twice as much to-morrow, Oh, my
son, have pity on your unhappy moth-
erl™

He paid no attention to these words
of entreaty, but carefully examined
the scrnich on the safe. He was al-
most slarmed at this trace of the rob
bery, which it was impossible for him
to cover up.

“At least, you will not take all"
snid Mme. Fuuvel; “just keep enough
to save yourself, and put back the
rest.”

“What good would that do? The dis-
covery will be made that the safe has
been opened; so 1 might as well take
all as & part.”

“Oh, no! not at all, I can account to
Andre; I will tell him 1 had a press-
ing need for a certain sum, and open-
ed the safe to g ¢ it"

In the meant_.ne Raoul had care
fully closed the safe.

“*Come, mother, let us go back to
the sitting-room. A servant might go
there to look for you, and be aston-
ished at our absence.”

Raoul's eruel indifference and ecold
enleulation st such a moment filled
Mme. Fauvel with indignation. She
saw that she had no influence over
her son, that her prayers and tears
had no effect upon his hard heart.

“Let them be astonished,” she cried;
“let them come here and find us. I
will be relieved to put an end to this
tissue of crime. Then Andre will know
all, and drive me from his house. Let
come what will, I shall not sacrifice
another victim. Prosper will be ae-
cused of this theft to-morrow. Cla-
meran defrnuded him of the woman
he loved, and now youa would deprive
him of his honor! I will have nothing
to do with so base a crime”

She spoke so loud and angrily that
Raoul was alurmed. He knew that the
errand boy slept in & room close by,
and might be in bed listening to her,
yalthough it was early in the evening.
I “Come upstairs,” he said, seizing
Mme. Fauvel's arm.

Hut she clung to a table, and re-

10

eried Mme, Fauvel,

incommprehensible
attempt. “Come’
touch  anything, for

at

had not been t‘hlﬂl‘t!‘d;|

|t you please?”
“The day '

wretched woman's eyes, nnd her daned
manner, frighten Raoul, who
thought that she bhad lost her mind,
that her reason had finally given way

ed

benenth this Inst terrible shock.
“Come, cheer up, my dear mother,”
be muid, im coaxing tones, as he
rubbed her ey hands, “you have saved
my Mfe, and rendered an immense

serviee 10 Prosper
everything will come out right in the
end. Prosper will be accused, perhaps
arrested; he expectn that, and in pre-
pared for it: he will deny his culpabil-
it.'; and, as there Is no proof against
him, he will be ot at liberty immeds-
ately.”

But these fal
on Mme, Fauve
of understandiog
her.

“Raoul.,”™ she monned,
hearted tone. “liac
have killed me"

Her gentle voice,
despairing accents
bottom of Ra«

Don’t be alarmed;

hoods were wasted
who was ineapable
aaything said to

in & broken-
ul, my son, yow
kind evem in its
touched the very
perverted heart,
and once more Li« soul was wrung by
remorse; s that he felt inclined to
put back the stolen money, and com-
fort the despairing woman whose life
and reason he was destroying. The
thought of Claneran restrailned him.

Finding bis efforts to restore Mme,

Fauvel fruitless; that, in spite of all
his affectiondte regrets and prom-

iser, the still sat silent, motionless,
andd death-like; and, fearing that M
Fnuvel or Madeleine might enter nt
any moment, and demand an explana-

| tion—he hastily pressed a kiss upon

his mother's

the house
At the

where thoy

brow, and hurried from

restaurant, in the roomn
had dined, Clumneran, tor

tured by unxiety, awalted his accom
plice,

He wondered if at the last moment,
when he was not near to sustain him
Raoul woul prove a coward, and re-
treat; |If unforeseen trifle had
prevented his finding the key; if any
visitors were there: and, if so, Would
they depurt before M. Fauvel's re-
turn from the dinner party?

He had worked himself into such
& state of excitement, that, when Ha-
oul returned, he flew to him with
ashy face and trembiing all over, and
could scarcely gasp out:

“*Well ™™

“The deed is done, uncle. thanks to

You; und I s now the most misera-
ble, abject villnin on the face of the
eurth.”

He unbuttoned his vest, and, pull
ing out four bundles of bank
notes, angrily dashed them upon the

the
table, saviug in a tone of scorn  aad
disgust:

“Now, I hope, you are satisfied. This
is the price of the happlaess, honor,
and ].H’TII-‘I}-! the life, of three peo-
ple.”

Clameran poid no attention to these
Angry words. With feverish CAZETICRS
he seized the notes, and rattled thens
In his hand, as if to convince himself
of the reanlity of success.

“Now Muadeleine is mine!” he cried,
exeitedly,

Raoul looked at Clameran in silent
disguet. This exhibition of joy was a
shocking contrast to theseenein which
he had’ just been an actor. He was
humiliated at being the tool of such
& heartless scoundrel as he now knew
Clameran to be.

Louie mirinterpreted this silence,
and said, Rayiy:

“Did you have muech difficulty 7**

“I forbid you ever to allude to this
evening's work,” cried Raoul, flercely.
;‘Do ¥ou hear me? 1 wish to forget
t."

Clameran shrugged his shoulders at
this outburst of anger, and said in &
bantering tone:

“Just ak you pleass, my handsonse
nephew: I rather think you will want
1o remember it, though, when I offer
You these 350,000 francs. You will not,
I am sure, refuse to nccept them s
a slight souvenir, Take them; they
are yours' o

This generosity seemed neitner to
surprise nor satisfy Raeoul.

“Aeccording to our agreement.,” he
sald, suddenly, “I was to have more
than this™ .

Ot courne; this is only part of your

“And when am I to have the rest,

CHAPTER XXL

For more than an hour after Ra
oul's departure, Mme. Fauvel reo-|
malned in a state of *tupor bordering
upon unconeciousness.

Graduoally, however, she recovered
her senses suficiently to comprehend
the horrors of her present situation;
and, with the faculty of thought that
of suffering returned.

The dreadful scene in which she had
taken purt was still before her af-
frighted vision; all the attending
circumstances. unnoticed at the time,
now struek her forcibly.

She saw that she had been the dupe
of a shameful gouspiracy; that Raoul
had tortured her with cold-blooded
cruelty, had taken advantage of her
tenderness, and had speculated uporn
her fright.

But had Prosper anything to do
with the robbery? Thia Mme. Fauvel
had no way of finding. Ah! Raoul
knew how the blow would strike when
he nceused Proaper. He knew that
Mme, Faurel would end by believing
in the cashier’s complicity.

The unhappy woman sat and
thought over every possible way
in which Raoul could find out
the @wcorer word without Pros-
per's knowledge She rejected
with horror the idea that the cashier
nas the instigator of the crime: bul
in spite of herself, it constantly re-
enrred. And finally she felt convinced
that what Raoul said must be true;
for who but Prosper could have be-
trayed the word® and who but Pros-
per could have left so large an
amount of money in the safe, which,
by order of the banker, was to be al-
waye left empty at night?

Knowing that Prosper was leading
a life of extraragance and dissipa-
tion, she thought It very likely he
had, from sheer desperation, resorted
to this bold step to pay his debta; her
blind aflection, moreover, made her
anxious to attribute the erime to any
one rather than to her darling son.

She had heard that Prosper was
supporting oue of those worthleas
ereatures whose extravagance impov-
erishes men. and whose evil influence
perveris their natures. When a young
man s thue degraded, will he stop at
any sin or crime? Alas! Mme, Fauvel
knew, from her own snd experience,
to whnt depths one fanlt can
lead. Although she believed Prosper
gullty, she did binme him, but
considered herself responsible for his
sins

liad she not
]H)l’lr _\ﬁl!!".'

i

not

banished the
mnn from a fireside which
he had lepun to eepnrd gs his own?
Hod she not destroved his h ipes ntd
happiness by eru=hing his pure love

herself

for a noble pirl, whom he looked up
on us his future wife, and thus driven
him jnto n life of dissipution and sin?

Shemne undecided whether to con-
fide”In Mhdeleine or bury the secrot

in her own bhieast.

Fatally inspired, she decided to keep
silent

When Madeleine returned home st
11 o'clock, Mmne, Fauvel not only was
silent as to what had ocenrred, but
0 concealing al,
saitation, thar she ex
eaped any guestions from her niece,

even succecdmd in

traces of her

Her colmpess never left her when
M. Fauvel and Lucien returned, al-
though she was io terror lest her hus-
band shonld ;o down to the casl-

room 1o see that =veryvthing was safe-
Iy locked up. It was not his habit 1o
apen the money safe at night, but he
sometimes did so

As fate would hnve i1, the banke-,
o8 so0n ns he entered the room beran
to speak of Pirosper, saving how (ie
tressing it was that so interesting a
vounfr man should be thus throwine
himself away, and wondering what
could have happeoncsd to make him
fuddenly cense his visits at the house,
nnd resort to uad company.

It AL Fuuvel had looked at the faces
of his wife and viece while he harsh!y
blamed the he wonld have
been pusczied at their stronge eXpPres-
slons,

All ndght lene Mme. Pauvel suffered
the mostintolerabie agony. She coun: 1«
ed each stroke of the town clock as
the hours dragced on,

*In six hours,” she said to herseif
“in firve hours—in four hours—in three
hours—in one hour—and all will be
discovered: and then what will hap-
pen? Heaven belp me!™

At sunrise she heard the servanis
moving about the house: then the of-
fice shutters opened; then, lnter, she
heard the clerks going into the bank.

She attempted to get up, but felt
fo il and weak, that she sunk back
on her pillow: and lying there, trem-
bling like a leaf, bathed in cald per-
spiration, she awaited the discovery
of the robbery.

She was leaning over the side of

cashrer,

the bed, straining her ear to catch o
sound from the cash-room, when Mad-
eleine, who had just ieft her, rushed
into the room.

‘worthiess  scoundrel!”
© think of his daring to ac-

eried;
cuse me! to insinuste that I robb::

the two women, he

“l was afraid this extravagance
would lead to something terrible”
he =aid, in conclusion; you know 1
told you last night that Prosper was
growing worse in his conduct, and
that he would get into trouble.™

Throughout the day Madeleine's de-
votion to her aunt was severely tried,

The generous girl saw disgrace
heaped upon the man she loved. She
had perfect faith in his inngcence; she
felt sure she knew who had laid the
trap to ruin him: and yet she could
not say 8 word in his defense.

Fearing that Madelsine wonld sus.
pect her of complicity in the theft, if
she remained in bed and displayed <o
much agitation, Mme. Fauvel arose
and dressed for breakfast.

It was a dreary meal. No one tasted
a morsel. The servants moved about
on their tiptoes, as silently as if a
death had oceurred in the family.

About two o'clock a servant came to
M. Fauvel's study, and said that the
Marquis de Clameran desired to see
him,

“What!™ cried the banker, “does he
dare to—"

Then, nfter s moment’s reflection,
he ndded:

“Ask him to walk up.”

The very name of Clameran had suf-
ficed to arouse all the slumbering
wrath of M. Fauvel. The victim of a
robbery, finding his safe empty at the
moment that he was called upon to
make a heavy paviment, he had been
constrained to concenl his anger ard
resentment, but now he determined
to have his revenge upon his insolent
viritor!

But the marqu’s declined to come
upstnirs, The messenger returnped
with the answer that the gentleman
had a particular reason for seeing
M. Fauvel in the office below, where
the eclerks were,

“What does this fresh impertinence
menn?" cried the banker, ax he an-
grily jumped up and hastened down-
rairs.

M. de Clameran wns standing in the
middle of the room adjoining the
cash-room: M. Fauvel walked up to
him and said, bluntly:

“What do you want now, Monsieur®
You have been paid vour money, sid
1 have your receipt.”™

To the surprise of all the clerks,
and the banker himself, the marqguis
seemied not in the least offendod at
this rude greeting, but answered in o
deferentinl, but not at all humble,
manner:

“You are hard upon me, Monsicur:
but | deserve it, and that is why 1
am here, A gentleman always se
kuowledges when he is in the wrone,
*n this instance I am the offender:
and 1 flatter myself that my pust will
permit me to say so without being
sceused of cowardice or laek of self-
respect. | insisted uwpon seeing yon
here instead of in your study, be-
cause, having been rude to you in the
presence of yvour elerks, |  wished
them to hear me apologize for my be-
havior of thisa morning.”

Clameran's speech was so different
from his usual overbearing, haughty
conduct, that surprise almost stupe-
fled the banker, aud he could only
stammer:

“1 must suy thot [ was hurt by your
doubts, insinuntions, suspicvions of my
honor——*

“This morning,” continuved the mar-
quis, “ I was irritated, and w.ought-
lessly gave way to my temper, Al
theugh I am gray-headed, my dispo-
sition is as excitable as that of a fiery
Young man of 20 years; and [ hope
you will forget words uttered In a
moment of excitement, and now deep-
Iy regretted.™

M. Fauvel, being s kind-hearted,
though quick-tempered man, could ap-
preciate Clameran's feelings: and,
knowing that his own high reputation
for xerupulous honesty could not be
affected by any hasty or abusive lan-
guage uttered by a creditor, at oncs
ealmed down before so frank an apol-
ogy, and holding out his hand to
Clameran, said:

“let us forget what happened, Mon-
sieur.”

They conversed in a friendly man-
ner for some minutes, and, after Cla-
meran hud explained why he had such
pressing need of the money at that
particular hour of the wmorming,
lurnied to lrave, saying that he would
do himself the honor of upon
Mme. Fauvel during the ::;'lm‘ =

“That is, if a visit from me would
not be considered intrusive,” he said,
with a shade of hesitution. “Perhaps,
after the ironble of this morning,
she does not wirh to be disturbed.”

“Oh, no!" said the banker; “come,
by all meane. 1 think a visit from you
would cheer her mind. I shall be from
home all day, trying to trace this un-
fortunate affair.”

Mme. Fauvel was in the same room
where Raoul had threatened to kill

“Explain

“Only one hour ago,” he replied, “I
discovered that Rsoul last night
forced from his mother the key of
the money wafe, and stole 350,000
francs.”

Madeleine erimaoned with shame
and indignation. She leaned over the
sofa, and seizing her suut’s wrist
shook it violently, and in a hollow
voice cried:

“It is false, is it not, annt? Speak!™

“Alas! alax!”™ groaned Mme. Fau-
vel. “What have I done?"

“You have allowed to be
scecused,” cried Madeleine. “You have
suffered him to be arrested and dis-
groced for life

“Forgive me!”™ sighed Mme. Fauvel.
“He was about to kill himself; 1 was
so frightened! Then, you know—Pros-
per was to share the money; he guve
Raoul the secret word——"

“Good heaven! Aunt, how could yon
believe such a falsehood as that?™

Clamernn interrupted them.

“Unfortunately, what your aunt
says of M. Nertoruy ks the truth” he
said, in 0 sad tone,

“Your proofs, Monsieur; where are
your proofs?"

“Haoul's confession.”

“"Raoul is fulse.”

“That is only teo true; but how did
he find out the word, if M. Bertomy
did not reveal it? Apd who left the
money in the safe but M. Hertomy ™

These arguments had no effect upon
Madeleine.

“And now tell me.” she said, wcorn-
fully, “what became of the money ™

There was no mistaking the signific
canee of these worde They meaut:

“Yon are the instigator of the rob-
bery. and, of course, have posscssion
of the money.”

This harsh accusation from a girl
whom he so passionately loved, when,
grasping bardit, as he was, he puve
up for her sake all the money gained
by his ervime, so eruelly hurt Clamernn
that he turned livid. But his mort fi-
eation und anger did not prevent himn
from pursuing the part he bad pre-
pared and studied,

“A day will come, Mademoiselle,™
he suid, “wihen you will devply regret
havizg treated me so eruelly. 1 un-
derstand your insinuation: you need
not attempt to deny it”

“I have no idea of denying any-
thing, Monsieur,”

“Maudeleine!™ remonstrated Mme.
Fauvel, who trembled at the rising
anger of the man, who held her fate
in her hunds, “Madeleine, be careful!™

“Madumoiselle is pitiless,” said Cla-
meran., sadiv. “She cruelly punishes
un honorable man whose ounly iault
i= having obeved his brother's dyingr
injunctious. And | sm heve GOW, bBe-

enuse | believe in the joint responsi-
bility of all the members of the fam-
ily.™ '

Here he slowly drew from his pock-
et several bundlex of bank notes, acd
laid them on the mantelpiece,

“Raoul stole 230,000 francs” he
eaid. *l return the same amount, It
is more than half my fortune. Willing-
Iy would 1 give the rest to insure this
being the last crime committed by
him."

Too inexperienced to penctrate this
bold, yet simple, plan of Clamerun's,
Madeleine was dumb with astonish-
ment; all her calenlations were upset,

Mme. Faurel, on the contrary, ac-
cepted this restitution as salvation
sent from Heaven,

*Oh, thanks: Monsieur: thanks!™
she eried, pratefully, clasping Cla-
mweran’s hand in hers. “You are gool-
nesy itself!™

Louis” eye lit wp with plensure. But
he rejoiced too soom. A minute's re-
flection broncht hack all of Made-
leine’s distrust. She thought this mag-
nanimity and generosity unnatural in
a man whom she considered incapable
of n noble sentiment, and at once con-
cluded that it must conceal some
snare beneath,

“What are we to do with this mon-
ey 7 she diemanded.

“Restore it to M. Fuauvel, Mademoi-
selle.”

“We restore it, Monsieur, and how?
Restoring the money is denouncing
Raoul, and ruining my aunt, Take
back your money, Monsieur. We will
not touch it
d Clameran was too shrewd to insiat;

e took up the money and
o leave, ; Fonee

“T comprehend your refusal, made-
moiselle, and must find another way
of accomplisbing my wish. Hut, be-
fore retiring, let me say that your in-
juatice pains me deeply. After the
promise you made to me, I had reason
to hope for a kinder welcome.”

"1 will keep my promise, monsieur;
but not until yon have furnished se-
curity.”™

“Security! and for
plain yourself.”

“SBomething to protect my aunt
against the molestations of Raoul af-

what? Pray ex-



